Vo, XV.

There Is No Death.
(A fugitive poem that many anthors el
There Is nodeath’  The stars go down
To rlse upon some falrer shore.
vud hright in heaven s pewelnd crown
They shine forevermory:

There Is no death ' The dust we tread

shall ehunge benenth the summer showers
To golden gradn or mullow foom

O radnbow tinted flowers.

The granlte rocks disorgan g
To fewd the hungry moss they bear
The torest lenves drink dally life
From out the viewless alr

There bs no death’  The leaves may fall
Thee Bowers fude anid pass a Wiy

They only wall Lhirough wintry haovrs
The cotming of the Miy

Taere b« nodeath'  An Angel [orm
Wanlks ¢'er the enrth with silent trewl

He teprs our bost belovesd things hway
Al then we call them Ciead’

wll desolnts
WL

11 Jasives e Dasirts
He plucks our Talrest

Transplonted tnto Hliss they now
Adorn imumortal howers

Wl Jo L nikis Lisies
dm atd ~trife,

The bied-Tiee volee
Made glsdd this saenn of

Sings HoW ROF everlasiing soengs
A the Tree of il

And when He seen smide oo brighi
O hesmrt too paire for talnt of viee
He pears it to the workd of Hont
To dw 1l in Puradls

Born unto that andy ine 10
They lewve ns Hut Lo cotue wsaln
With joy wo welome Thiem s sm
Favept In sin aul pain

Al ever tenr us. though unsesn
The denr Immortal spirits rvad:
For all the toundless unlverse
I~ M pbere e po Dl
The Autamn duys soak anbnwut
AN throush the poet's aml
Whilst busor minds are ele fntent
O funnels aml on el
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The Town of Nogood.
My friend. have you heard of the town of
Nl
O the bunks of the river Slow
Where blooms the Waitawhile Sower falr
Where Lhe Sometimesrolher seents the alr
Andd the soft Goepsys grow

Ir lies fo the valley of Whatstheus:
In the provinee of Leterslide.
Thit tiredfecling is native there,
1w the home of the reckless Idontears.
Where the Glveltups abide.

1t stamds st thie Bottom of Laxy hil)
| And lewsy to reach, 1 declare.
You ve only tor fold up your hands und glide
| Down the slope of Wenkville's taboggnn siide
Tor b Lnded quiekly there

'l e town s gs 0l as the human roce.
Anid 11 grows with the fllght of years
It is wrapped in the fog of idlers’ dreams
11w strvets are paved with discarded sohemes
| And sprinkied with nseless tears,

| The Collexebredteot and the iichmans heir
Are plentiful there, no doubs.
The rest of 1t crowd are n motley cTew
With every cliss exeept one in view
| The Poalkiller (s burred oot

The town of Negood s oll hedged whont
Hy the mowntais of Despalr,

No sentinel stunds on (b gloomy walls

No trumpet to battle and triumph calls
For cowurds almne are then,

My frend from the de dalive 1ow i Noged
I voru wonld Keep far away

Just follow sour duty throueh gomd nid 1L

ke s for soor motte 1 ean, | will *

Amed e o o 08 vencch dae H
W. E. Praus, r
Other Dangers. |

Dy bl v puatses psd think meniu
| A« theree eomplnints Toereise
Pt e perils which ol vs whea
AW e i e vere of preiee
Wa=hingtow Siar

This spake thie Lseier hie chass
Sow, tel] T, whal nee pasess
Arit the small oy at the Gt peplied |
Thaey re things to hlde vits’ elawsos
bt Ness




